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But it was Evan who sighed ; not in despair
nor indeed in rebellion. But, being the most
ambitious of men and temperamentally the most
sluggish, he had accomplished nothing ; had the
political history of England at his finger-ends,
and living much in company with Chatham, Pitt,
Burke, and Charles James Fox could not help
contrasting himself and his age with them and
theirs. " Yet there never was a time when great
men are more needed," he was in the habit of
saying to himself, with a sigh. Here he was
picking his teeth in an inn at Olympia. He had
done. But Sandra's eyes wandered.

" Those pink melons are sure to be dangerous,"
he said gloomily. And as he spoke the door
opened and in came a young man in a grey
check suit.

" Beautiful but dangerous," said Sandra, im-
mediately talking to her husband in the presence
of a third person. (" Ah, an English boy on
tour," she thought to herself.)

And Evan knew all that too.

Yes, he knew all that ; and he admired her.
Very pleasant, he thought, to have affairs. But
for himself, what with his height (Napoleon was
five feet four, he remembered), his bulk, his
inability to impose his own personality (and yet
great men are needed more than ever now, he